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Over the drifting snows, 
in thro’ the bitter storm, 
GQ soft low wind of the 
woodland blows 


With the breath of the summer, warm. 


() some fairy ferns, 
| Op a CriMjsop banner set; 


Only the thought of a beart 
that turns 
From the Warfare | 
it tain Would forget. 


a. the tiny leavep, | 
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Gor think 


how the low life-growths 
| the shade of sorrowful years, 
Shall spell at last, 
neath the Father's hand, 
The ‘“‘Peaee”’ ; | 
that is offspring of tears. 
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love Wilt wy(te i a ae 
=P Foy thee yet, 
Gach Netter eal a von 


=, the loveZyed sreons 


Pe | 5 Hes Parefon tre get, 
| With seal of Gos’ oe ee 
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